REGIMENTAL LIFE IN THE KING'S  REGIMENT
the men were old soldiers and knew all about camels. I had
learnt it all up, as I thought, out of some manual on loading
camels and other forms of pack transport. The camel was
duly loaded as I hoped, when of course the Commanding
Officer appeared round the corner with my Company Com-
mander to watch the result of my instruction. The crucial
moment arrived and I gave the order for the camel to get up.
It did. Every single thing that had been loaded on it fell off
in all directions. Everybody, including the C.O., enjoyed it
except me, but the worst part of it all was that the camel
enjoyed it too, and tried to bite me to finish off with. I have
disliked camels ever since.
Whilst at Aden many officers enjoyed good sport in
Somaliland. Our senior subaltern, Lieutenant Stewart,
was unfortunately mauled by a lion, but recovered. I
shall always recollect his rifle which was twisted just like a
bit of wire.
A very short-sighted major once got an elephant; this always
amused us, except that for years afterwards we had to cart the
elephant's head about, and no mess wall would ever hold it.
Later, when we got to Belfast en route for Holywood, we heard
that this head had fallen into the harbour; unfortunately it was
retrieved!
In November, 1893, we left Aden for England in the
Serapis. When we embarked, the passengers were somewhat
alarmed at hearing that we were embarking a lion also. It
was the dearest litde lion cub belonging to Major Campbell,
my Company Commander. It used to play on the deck and
was like a big, playful kitten. At Manchester it used to
come and jump on my bed every morning; it also tore up
most of my shirts! Unfortunately the cub grew, and soldier
servants fed it too kindly; it became dangerous, so it was
given to the Manchester Zoological Gardens where it sub-
sequently died of pneumonia.
At Manchester we were quartered in Salford Barracks. It
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